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Well, it's the last emily of 
the school year, a wee bitty 
thang, yet full of good stuffs. 
It's so silly, it's hard to 
believe that we produced it lis- 
tening to Nina Simone. Craziness! 
We've got belly dancing and slack 
vegetarianism, quizzes and eti- 
quette action, a well-researched 
piece on vibrators, and if you 
look hard, you might be able to 
find something to take seriously. 
In particular, we've decided to 
include the Coalition Against 
Racism's response to the comments 
on the Anti-Racism boards because 
we feel it's important to promote 
dialogue regarding these issues. 

The emily collective 
changed our name this year, to 
the UVIC Women's Publication 
Network, in order to reflect our 
focus on papers other than just 
than the emily (namely. Ain't I a 
Woman?). Now, doesn't that sound 
much better? Urn, what else have 
we done? We've explored the won- 
derful world of Quark Xpress 
(that means computers- this has 
been the first year the emily has 
been produced by means other than 
cut-and-paste) , bought tea 
pots, ate mass quantities 
of chocolate, held round- 
table discussions, got 
flack, got praise, pissed 
off Martleteers, got pissed 
off at Martleteers, got 
pissed. 

The Women' s 

Publication Network will be 


taking the summer off from 
putting out the emily and ain't I 
a woman? But never fear, we'll 
be back in the fall with more 
vulgarities and egotistical rant- 
ings. We might even put out an 
August issue as a 'welcome back'. 
If you are going to be around 
this summer and would be inter- 
ested in getting involved, con- 
tact us at the Women's Centre, 
SUB B107, or phone 721-8363. 

Also, as a notice to those 
with student loans, the Women's 
Publication Network's editorial 
positions are work study. 
Positions will be made available 
next fall, posted in the 
Employment Office. Andrea's 
actually graduating. You can too! 

Thanks to all our loyal readers 
and contributors! Have a fab sum- 
mer. ' X 

The opinions expressed herein are 
the expressions of the writers 
and not necessarily the opinions 
of the collective or the editors. 
If you have any problems , suck my 
left one. 
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— Def'ense Coiarse 


After a semester of s»eleg &e RA» 
oourses schedule oji TV screens « the 
entrances of McPherson. Library and 
Clearihne, I went to Campus Security to 
sign up for the JRAl? course. RAD stands 
for Rape Aggression Defense, which is a 
basic physical defense course for women, 
Chmpus Security offtceis, who take 36 
hours of RAD systems training, offer this 
course several times a semester. The 
course combines physical defense and 
awareness strategies.' Some of RAD's 
goals are to prevent the likelihood of 
attacks and to reduce the potential for 
physical harm in an attack. 

The founder of R.A.D. Systems is 
iawrence N. Nadeau, He saw a need for 
this course since women did not hav^ a 
quick and widely available means of leam* 
mg techniques that could save their lives. 
RAD systems provides an alternative to 
pars of training in martial arts and to sem* 
inam which inform women about date 
rape, sexual amolt and other forms of vio- 
lence but which do not teach them how to 
defend themselves physically against 
attack. 

The awareness aspect of the course pro- 
vides strate^'es to recognize situations in 
which the potential for danger exists, 
examines myths about different types of 
attacks and the justice system’s treatment 
of both attackers and the attacked. Ibis 
part of the course involve discussion of 
the myths that surround date rape and sex- 
ual assault. Piln& provide example* of 


women wlm have survived various types 
of threatening situations including sexual 
assault, home invasions, physical violence 
and being followed or cornered comple- 
ment this aspect of the course. . Many 
myths surround sexual assault, which 
causes some women to believe that there is 
no viable way of defending themselves. 
The reality is that many women prevent 
attacks and esc^e life-threatening situa- 

The manual includes material concerning 
all aspects of the course, There are, for 
example, illustrations of self-defense tech- 
niques including lips for practicing the 
moves, risk reduction strategies, quizzes 
and strategies to help develop a defensive 
mindset as well as info^ation concerning 
date rape mentality. 

Vroience Is a coimem to women In our 
society. Statistics sometimes overwhelm 
and create feelings of unease. This can be 
seen as an impetus to take the course. 
Brochures and pamphlets about sexual 
assault and date rape are powerful tools 
that Infoirn' people about the level of vio- 
lence apinst women. Yet who likes to be 
referred to as a victim? The following sta- 
tistics included in a brochure called Date 
Rape and Dating Violence Education 
Project indicate that the tenn victim seems 
to be popular; ’*1 in 4 women surveyed 
were victims of rape or attempted rape" 
and of the victims of sexual assault 
are women, 10 % are nren". 

Characterizing women as victims when 


they are attacked or raped seems to the 
norm. For this reason, taking the RAD 
course seemed like a double-edged sword. 
On the one hand, I would be acknowledg- 
ing and buying into the fear perpetuated by 
statistics concerning violence against 
women. On the one hand, maybe I would 
gain a sense of empowerment from know- 
ing I had tools to defend myself in an 
attack. 

The coume was a positive experience 
for a number of reasons. Despite the scary 
statistics that refer to women as victims, of 
which T discovered more during the 
course, women are also called survivors 
rather than victims of sexud assault and 
violent crimes. The instructors stress that it 
is a woman’s right to choose whether or 
not she wishes to fight back. Tools to I 
defend oneself in the event of an attack are 
provided however the final decision is up 
to the woman in any threatening situation. 
This supports the idea that RAD does not 
condone violent^ for the sake of violence. 
Factors such as having limited time to 
react, shock factor and choosing appropri- 
ate defensive techniques depending on the 
level of violence or threat to the self are to 
bq considered. 

Another bonus is getting to scream No! 
when you practice the moves. Learning to 
use your voice to express your unwilling- 
nessto comply with the wishes of attacker 
is an important tactic In scaring him or her 
away. Yelling no is also very empowering, 
as it is usually not accepted to scream in 


such a way in everyday life. The group 
was also very supportive and participants 
encouraged each other especially during 
the simulated attacks. In addition, the 
moves were easy to learn but to master 
them some practice at home is needed. 

The first night of the course is basical- 
ly an introduction to the RAD system. Tlje 
second night combines awareness and 
self-defense. The third night focuses 
almost entirely on self-defense techniques. 
The fourth night is devoted to the simula- 
tion of attacks. The instructor wears a 
specifically designed padded suit and a 
variety of possible attacks are simuJated. 
For example, in one scenario you are 
approached from behind while in another 
the ‘attacker* tries to engage you in a con- 
versation and then ‘attacks’ you. 

The course is available to U-Vic stu- 
dents for fifteen dollars, staff for twenty 
dollars, alumni for thirty dollars and to the 
public for forty, dollars. The next one 
begins on April sixth. If you are interested 
you can sign up at Campus Security during 
regular operating hours. The cashier will 
tell you where the course Is being given, at 
what time and on which dates as well as 
provide a brochure on the RAD course. 
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H: Hello, Tm Heather Walker. You are tuned into 102 
FM. To celebrate International Woman’s Day, CFUV 
Radio is proud to present a special feature on the art of 
belly dancing, with our special guest Caroline Butler. 
Hello, Caroline! 

C: Hi! 

H: Your stage name is Jumanah, right? 

C: Yes. 

H: What does that mean? 

C: It’s Turkish for Pearl. It suits because I have very little 
pigment; I’m quite pale. I’m about as non-Arabic looking 
as you can get, so I figured. Why deceive people with a 
name that means “Beautiful Dark Woman?” 

H: And how long have you been dancing? 

C: About two and a half years. I started here, at UVic, with 
Sabah, a wonderful wonderful teacher, around the Fall of 
‘96. And I just sort of kept on going. 

H: So there are lots of opportunities to continue learning? 
C: Oh yeah, there’s two or three teachers in Victoria at 
least, actually I think there’s four. Depending on your 
style, and what kind of things you hope to get out of it - 
spirituality. Goddess worship, building self-esteem, sense 
of woman-ness, performance. There’s teachers every- 
where. Sometimes more teachers than students, I think! 

H: Why did you start dancing? 

C: I saw some belly dancers at the Canada Day festival, 
Sidney-days thing out in Sidney, and I just thought it was 
fabulous. I just really liked the attitude and the fun, sort of 
flirty but not sleazy, and I thought. Wow! That’s really 
cool! And then I saw some more at an S.C.A.* event, and 
I thought Oh wow. This is so cool, I want to learn how to 
do this! At the time I was still pretty self-conscious, I did- 
n’t have very good self-esteem, a pretty pathetic self- 
image, the usual thing that seems to plague everybody 
around their late teens and early teens and twenties. Then 
I went away. I went travelling for awhile, and I developed 
a little more independence in the sense that I Can Do 
These Things! The Only Thing Restricting Me Is Me. So 
I came back and I thought. Okay, This is ridiculous. Let’s 
go for it. So I signed up for classes at UVic. 

H: What’s the life of a professional belly dancer like? 

C: Poor. It’s not something that makes a lot of money. 
There’s not really that many paying venues to perform at. 
There’s a couple of restaurants in town that like to have 
belly dancers, Greek restaurants are good for that. Oh, and 
Bellygrams - 
H: Bellygrams? 

C: Sort of like the singing telegrams, only you go and you 
belly dance. Problem is that you end up spending a lot of 
money too, cause you’re taking classes and doing work- 
shops with other dancers, and you’re spending money on 
costuming, which you can never quite have enough of. It’s 
terrible 

H: What’s your favourite part of the belly-dancing 
lifestyle? 

C: I guess that would be the performing part. I like per- 
forming, I like making people think that it’s all good and 
it’s all fun and entertaining them and making them laugh. 


I love sewing too. I really like designing and sewing and 
stuff, I like making my own costumes, which also saves 
me a bit of money, which is quite nice. 

H: Belly dancing itself, what’s the history? How did it 
come about? 

C: The belly dancing that everyone sees, the one that 
everyone thinks of when they see belly dancing, it 
evolved sometime in this century. I think it started sort of 
‘20’s, ‘30’s, with the Hollywood movement that infiltrat- 
ed over in the Arabic countries and made it more glam- 
orous and more fancy. They did cheesy movies where they 
had belly dancers everywhere with the glittery bra and 
belt, the fancy costume, veil, the fringe everywhere, the 
beads, the coins. But the actual history of belly dancing 
goes a long way back. Most of it is based on different folk 
dances. It evolved out of tons of different pieces [i.e. jazz, 
ballet, tango, ballroom dancing, religious dances. East 
Indian dance, flamenco] that have all been put together. 
H: When, or where, did women develop the art of belly 
dancing? 

C: When the women [in Arabic countries] dance, usually 
it will be in a group of women. It’s just like having a party 
here; you go out with a group of girls to the local club and 
you start boogying down. They’re a little more reclusive 
about it, they keep it in their own house, but they have 
women’s parties and go and dance. Weddings, there’s 
always a belly dancer. It seems like a bit of a contradic- 
tion, being often strict Muslim countries where women in 
the streets are covered from head to foot, and yet wed- 
dings never seem to happen without a belly dancer. 

H: What about costumes? 

C: The traditional one, like I said, is the bra and the belt, 
veil, fancy sequins everywhere, beads everywhere, glam- 
orous costumes, that’s what everyone thinks of. The tradi- 
tional costume would have been much more modest, a 
long tunic kind of dress, with maybe slits up the side but 
it was more so they could move, opposed to them wanti- 
ng to show a little leg. There are different costumes in dif- 
ferent areas. 

H: What reaction do you usually get from men when they 
learn that you belly dance? 

C: Usually it’s “You? Really?” Because, as you can tell 
from looking at me today,H usually, hang around in Dad’s 
old plaid shirts and my grungy old jeans. I’m not exactly 
a bust-out and dolled-up kind of individual so the picture 
of me being a belly dancer never seems to sit right with 
people. They all kind of go, “No, not you.” Some of them, 
they find and out and it’s, “Oh, cool!” And they’ll make 
little semi-sarcastic comments about “Oh, did you want to 
dance for me?” But most of the guys I know take it in 
stride. They thinks it’s fun. They don’t associate it with 
stripping because they know if I was a stripper I’d tell 
them I was a stripper. And I’m not. I’m a belly dancer! 

H: Do you get the same response from women? 

C: Pretty much. I’ve only had a couple of people ever 
“Oh” and shy away, “eu. That’s disgusting, how can you 
do that?” Most of the women that I’ve talked to think it’s 
really cool. Like, “Oh, wow, i wish I ^ad the guts to do 
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that!” and “That’s so neat, how do you do it?” and “What 
do you do? How does it work?” and “Where can I learn?” 
They just think it’s great. 

H: Do you think belly dancing is harmful to the feminist 
movement? Is it sexist, or demeaning to women in any 
way? 

C: No, I don’t think so. To me it’s just an expression of 
womanhood, and it has been taken as such by people who 
read more into the Goddess belief than I do. It comes from 
so many different sources ... It’s not designed to be 
degrading. It is quite sensual but it’s not vulgar. It’s sup- 
posed to be done in such a way that it is proper. 
Traditionally, it would have been a lot more modest than 
it is, but it’s about women and about women’s strength 
and their beauty in being women. We’re not men in a dif- 
ferent form, we are women, we’re different from them, 
and we have different ways of moving, we have different 
ways of feeling, we have different ways of emoting. And 
belly dancing, to me, emits that, it promotes that idea that. 
You are a woman and you should be proud of that, that 
you can be sexual and still be strong, and it’s all proper. 
Sexy doesn’t mean that you’re weak and wussy and 
pathetic. You can be sexy and strong at the same time. 

H: How do your students benefit from the class? 

C: I’m hoping they get a better sense of self-esteem, a bet- 
ter sense of themselves, a better sense of their body image. 
I know I went through tremendous improvement in my 
body image and my physical self-esteem when I was 
doing classes that first year because it was exposure for 
me. My teacher Sabah is not a skinny little model perfect 
woman. She is a real woman. She has hips, she has a lit- 
tle bit of a belly, she’s thirty years old and has a kid. It was 
great to see that it’s for normal people, it’s for normal 
women. It’s not for skinny little model perfect six-foot- 
one and eighty-nine pound women, it’s for real people. 
I’m not a perfect shaped person. I’ve got extra hips and I 
got a little bit of a belly and my thighs are a little larger 
than I’d like, and to me it doesn’t matter so much because 
you can be sexy, you can be strong, you can be beautiful, 
you don’t have to be this unrealistic ideal that everybody 
wants you to be. And I’m hoping that when people take 
belly dancing classes that’s one thing that they learn. And 
I think they do, because I’ve seen a lot of variety in body 
types going to classes and going to workshops. I’ve seen 
quite tiny little people who are five-foot-four and really 
tiny and skinny verses people that are six-feet tall or five- 
foot-five and really really big. And if you take it I think 
you learn to love your body and love what it can do. 

H: Thank you very very much, Caroline. 

C: You’re welcome. 

H: This special feature has been brought to you for 
International Woman’s Day courtesy of CFUV radio and 
co-producers Holly Luhning and Heather Walker, with 
thanks to our special guest Caroline Butler. 

* Society for Creative Anachronisms 
interview: March 5, 1999 
aired: March 8, 1999 

z ft 




m mm 


B¥ mil II Binii BBBM 


Finally, we can credit 18th century doctors for having some 
sort of insight into women’s health. Yes ladies, almost two hun- 
dred years of supposed “hysteria” led to a fabulous invention, 
namely, the vibrator. 

In the mid 1 800’s it was the common medical opinion that 
women, biologically, were hysterical. The cure? Women needed 
to be relieved of their hysteria, digitally. It’s true, doctors conclud- 
ed that having orgasms on a regular basis was the only way for a 
woman to avoid hysterical fits(l can live with that). When this 
’’therapy” became popular, and most doctors began developing 
tendonitis, the vibrator was created. Whether the vibrator was 
invented for the good of womankind or mankind is a completely 
different story, literally. 

According to Rachel Maines, who wrote The Technology of 
Orgasm, the vibrator was the seventh appliance to go electric, 
beating out even the vacuum (some liberated individual obviously 
had priorities). 

To find out more about the vibrator, and itfs role in history, 
look for Mainesi book, or check out Januaryis issue of Wired mag- 
azine, or this monthfs issue of BUST 


Vibrators are good, clean fun. They are not a substitute for 
a partner, as some partners might fear. Rather, they are a supple- 
ment, a play toy for you and your friends, and a welcome relief 
after a long day. When you have a vibrator, you’re never home 
alone. And they’re oh-so-easy to use! Women who report having 
had previous difficulty achieving orgasm find that the vibrator 
allows them to. A Case in point: 

“When I first got my vibrator, I waited a long time before using it (well, 
at least a day). I think I was afraid of using it since I got it at the oh- 
so-crappy Garden Of Eden on Douglas St., and it only cost $20.00. 
It definitely wasn’t high end, but then again, their expensive models 
were gross “true-to-life” pink plastic veiny and bumpy footlongers. 
No thanks. When I finally brought myself to try it out, still a little ner- 
vous about this violently-buzzing hunk of plastic, I waited until my 
roommate had gone to work, then immediately set out to give it a go. 

I came in less than 10 seconds. It was like, whoa. So I did it again. 
And again. And, that’s right, again. What can I say? I was an instant 
fan. In fact, I spent so much time with my vibrator that I actually melt- 
ed the batteries inside. That was a while ago, and I have yet to 
replace it; that incident made me realize the importance of quality, so 
until I can afford to visit Womyn’s Ware (in Vancouver) I’ll stick to the, 
somewhat old-fashioned (yet fondly teenage) shower-head.” 
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I have a problem. My husband is spending long hours at the 
office. He hasn’t been home one night this week for dinner. 
Yesterday I found match books in his pocket when I was starching his 
collars and ironing his pants. I think he’s been eating out! I think 
he’s losing interest in my cooking, and I don’t know what to do! 
Help! 

Starving Martha 
Dear Starving, 

Ptill yer head out of the oven, woman! You’ve 
inhaled too much gas* I think your problems go 
beyond meatloaf here* Here’s some advice: get a job, 
leave his cheatin’ ass, and cook yourself a wonder- 
ful dinner. (By the way, check out the article on page 
3 to tide yourself over while he’s gone*) 



I have a problem. My daughter Leslie is different from all the 
other little girls at her school. She doesn’t play with the brand-new 
easy-bake oven I bought her for Christmas, or any of the dolls I keep 
buying her. Not even Baby Tinkles and Poo-Poos! All she’s interest- 
ed in is reading something called the feminist manifesto by Valerie 
something-or-other. She’s only 15— the age when girls start to notice 
little boys, but she seems to be more interested in little girls. She’s not 
even interested in going to church anymore. I think a cult has gotten 
a hold of her! I’ve taken her to the doctor, what else should I do? 

June Hatchett 

Dear June, 

Yes June, you do have a problem, but it’s not 
your daughter* Have you ever heard of the term 
"homophobic?" It means that a closed-minded person, 
such as yourself, isn’t willing to accept that her 
child is GAY! If you have a problem with that, PUCK 
OFF! Tell your daughter that there are many support 
groups out there that she can take you to* Leslie 
seems a lot smarter than you, so SUCK MY LEFT ONE! 


WILL YOU HAVE SIR? 



Dear emily, 

I have a problem. I’m 11 and very developed for my age. My 
mom is making me wear a bra that’s so stiff it attracts magnets in sci- 
ence class. I can barely walk with it on. All the kids at school call me 
Bullet-Proof Barbie. I don’t want to be a freak! What should I do? 

Barbie Bustier 

Dear Barbie, 

Did you know that bras are a major cause of 
breast cancer? We here at the emily say, wear what 
you feel makes you the most comfortable, so go braless 
if you want! As for those punks at your school, send 
’urn over here and we’ll make 'urn laugh! Oh yeah! Tell 
your mother to use that metal sucker for an ice-cream 
dish, or strap it to your roof and get free cable, but 
never do anything that makes you uncomfortable* You 
go, girl! 
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5 AM 

You get up, and scrape off last night’s make-up (because a woman must always be attractive for 
her husband, especially in bed). Apply a fresh coat of make-up, put on your apron, and get ready 
to make breakfast. 

5:45 AM 

Teeter down the stairs on your 6-inch spike heels (they make your legs look sexy) and start frying 
the bacon. Always make more than enough food, so your husband never goes to work hungry. 
But never eat any yourself; you must watch that waistline! 



6:80 AM 

Time the ironing of his pants so that they’re still warm and toasty when he gets up. When you 
wake the children, make sure you use a comforting and lilting tone, so they never see their moth- 
er as aggressive. 

7:00 AM 

Get the children fed and off to school, so your husband doesn’t have to deal with them. Go 
upstairs, and gently wake him. If he seems out of sorts, give him a “good morning!” blow job. 

7:03 AM 

After freshening up, make sure he has enough to eat, and send him off with a loving kiss and a 
warm lunch. 

7:80 AM - 4 PM 

Clean the house from top to bottom. And if you have any spare time, sit and think lovingly about 
your husband and children, and read Cosmo’s article on “How to Look Skinny in Bed.” You’ll 
need this later on. If you have any confusing or negative thoughts, banish them. They give you 
wrinkles. 

4 PM 

The children come home. You should always have something freshly baked and waiting for 
them. Send them off to play before daddy gets home; he’ll be tired, and won’t want to deal with 
them. 

5 PM 

Make sure dinner is hot and ready. He’ll be home any minute!! 

5:80 PM 






4 JBecomeanexi 
it’s 

[Of 

markit 


5, Buy a pet. 

best Mend and provk^ c^Jiipaiiy at |dl 
8S well as make living noises to break ^ 

informed, so ttiat 




ness at home. 


After dinner, wash all the dishes, and bring him a beer while he watches wrestling. 

9 PM 

Time for bed — and don’t forget what Cosmo taught you! Now is the time to show him just what 
a good woman you are. 


♦♦♦DISCLAIMER*** 

This page is not intended to be 
taken seriously. Believe it or 
not, the quotes from Amy 
Vanderbilt are real, but we did 
make up the advice column. If you 
have a problem with these pages, 
submit your comments to the emily. 
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Confessions of a Lazy-Ass Vegetarian 

by Kim McKay 


Why I became a Vegetarian 

I must have been about six. It was summer; we were visiting my grandparents' 
farm in Alberta. I spent the days building stick forts with my sister and dodging mos- 
quito swarms. I helped my grandmother in her garden, waiting for the cucumbers to turn 
into pickles in the rain, like one of my sadistic great-uncles told me they would. 
Sometimes my grandfather would let me visit the cows with him, huge quiet animals 
whose heads I could pat if my grandpa put me on his shoulders. They looked at me with 
calm muddy eyes; I gave them names and was sure I could tell them apart. 

One day I was supposed to be helping grandma pick raspberries, but I got bored 
and full from eating more than I picked, so I snuck off. I hadn't seen grandpa or my aunt 
or my great uncle all day. I looked in the barn and my grandpa's workshop but they 
weren't there; I checked the dilapidated grain shed but they weren't there either. I chased 
barn cats for a few minutes, but couldn't catch any, and couldn't find any kittens. I was 
swinging on the gate like I wasn't supposed to when I heard a buzzing sound, coming 
from a large square building I'd never been in. I wandered over towards it; as I got clos- 
er I thought I heard my grandpa's voice^ so I ran up the partially open door. There were 
my aunt and my great-uncle and my grandpa, but they were finger-painting, and had got- 
ten really messy! Even I never got paint all over my clothes like that. Then I saw those 
calm muddy eyes again, but ... I understood all at once. I never ate another burger. 


of the road, with nothing to clothe himself in except his own hair (and he's really Elvis). 
At my poppa and grandma's 75th birthday dinner, crammed at a long table of fourteen 
other robust, carnivorous McKays, my sister and I munched demurely and exclusively 
on our veggie chow mein; one of my uncles wanted to know, "Are you girls sick?". I 
was asked "what were they teaching me at that university?". 

I'm sure other vegetarians can and will give moral reasons for their decision — 
not that I haven't thought about vegetarianism from these points of view, but I find it hard 
to claim any sort of superiority because of it. I've owned leather shoes. And as a friend 
recently and wisely pointed out to me: an egg has a lot more life-potential than, say, a 
mussel; and lots of vegetarians eat eggs, but not seafood. I think vegetarianism is a pos- 
itive move health-wise; in general. North Americans eat a lot more meat than they real- 
ly need, but, in general. North Americans eat a lot more of everything than they really 
need. My advice to those considering going veggie would be: eat healthy, eat enough, 
and don't be obnoxious about it. 

Potential L.A.V. Tips 

If you're considering becoming a vegetarian, make sure you get everything you need 
from other food sources. If you lose lots of weight really fast, it's not a good thing. It 
might be a good idea to talk to a doctor or dietitian before going veggie. 



I would advise becoming a vegetarian gradually; you won't feel starved or deprived, and 
you'll be able to adjust your eating habits slowly to compensate for any changes in your 
"energy level or general health. 

Meat Substitutes 

Tofu is a wonderful thing. I, personally, cannot prepare it without turning it into a 
revolting and vile-smelling sticky mass. But my sister (damn her) makes the best fried 
tofu, lightly tossed in soy sauce, preferably with a side of boiled buch-choy in vinegar. 
She uses firm, herb tofu, I think. If you're looking for tofu to stir-fry, or fry by itself, 
make sure you don't get the melty kind or "dessert tofu" (something I just don't under- 
stand). As well, don't leave it in your fridge for too long — it turns smelly and pink. 

Fake meat is a hit or miss venture. I personally like Yves Vegetarian Pizza Pepperoni. 
I would not recommend Yves Veggie Dogs (shudder). In fact, the only good veggie dog 
I've ever had was at the food stand near the aquarium in Stanley Park. 

Chocolate is a substitute for a lot of things. And doesn't it have protein, or something, 
in it? 


Why I really became Vegetariau 


The preceding is complete bullshit. Well, my grandparents did have a farm, and 
someone who could have been a great-uncle did tell me that cucumbers turn into pickles 
in the rain, but the rest is bullshit. I hate to dispel the idea that vegetarians are all high- 
ly principled, health conscious people, but I became a vegetarian primarily because I'm 
lazy. 

Living in residence during the first year of university can do a lot; it set me on 
the road to vegetarianism. I quickly developed a "if I can't identify it, I don't eat it" pol- 
icy in the res cafeteria; this cut down on my meat intake right away. I discovered that if 
I claimed to be a vegetarian, the caf workers would give me noodles without the chunks 
of chicken fat soaked in dish soap on Combo Night. I spent that summer in Quebec, 
where, through thick fogs of cigarette smoke, co-workers and acquaintances would look 
up from at me from their rare (i.e. twitching) steaks and say incredulously, "You want 
teaT\ Cooking entirely for myself for the first time, I soon realized two things: 1) meat 
is expensive 2) eating meat requires preparation time. This is where the laziness kicked 
in. By the time I returned to Victoria and moved in with a vegetarian roommate, I was 
almost ready to forgo flesh-consumption altogether, and by the beginning of second term 
I considered myself an Official Vegetarian (I didn't get a neat badge or learn a handshake 
or anything, but that was OK). 

Becoming a vegetarian was not difficult; as I ate less and less meat I felt better 
and healthier, and I gradually replaced meat with other protein sources. Becoming a veg- 
etarian was easy; explaining the whole idea to my family was something else. 

My sister was already a vegetarian; my sister is an vegetarian. She's in 
training to be an aerobics instructor; she knows how not screw up tofu, and she recently 
informed me that even alfalfa sprouts are bad for me. She comes to visit and tells me I 
don't eat properly, and then gets up early and cleans my bathroom. (And she's the one 
who ate wet dog food when we were little). So my parents were already adjusted to the 
idea of vegetarian daughters: it wasn't too much of a change, considering that what my 
sister will and won't eat has always been a complicated, fluctuating, and much debated 
topic. 

Holidays with my extended family were the first challenges to my fledgling 
vegetarianism: how do you explain to your grandmother that you can't eat her special 
sausage rolls? When I told my grandpa I'd gone veggie he looked at me the same way 
he did when I told him I was an English major. For most of my family, not eating meat 
is a foreign and illogical idea; growing up, my parents and their siblings had to eat what- 
ever they were given. According to my dad, they "didn't just clean their plates, they ate 
them tool". Of course, according to my dad, he grew up in a cardboard box at the side 


Lazy-Ass Vegetarian Recipe Ideas 

Two-Minute Balanced Meal 

I live on these sandwiches. I have honed their construction down 
to an almost instinctual reflex. Other people tell me this doesn’t consti- 
tute a real meal, but I don’t listen to them. 

Put a bagel in the toaster; while it’s toasting, slice cheese so you 
can put it on the bagel right away. (Cheese is also a wonderful thing. I 
prefer Monterey Jack with habenero and jalapeno peppers.) Take some 
alfalfa sprouts out of the little plastic box. Put them on top of the cheese. 
Take four or five slices of Yves Vegetarian Pepperoni out of the package; 
put them on the sprouts. Top with the other half of the bagel. Eat with 
fruit and salad if you’re not as lazy as I am and don’t consider making 
salad a little excessive. 

Buy a Cookbook 

I have a vegetarian cookbook. It’s called The Enchanted Broccoli 
Forest. It has neat illustrations, and I’m sure the recipes are great. I can’t 
say I’ve actually tried any of them. One thing I don’t get is that it has a 
section called “Vegetarian Bread.” What bread isn’t vegetarian? 

Vegetarian Cereal 

Hey, if The Enchanted Broccoli Forest can have Vegetarian Bread, 
I can have Vegetarian Cereal. This is just a breakfast idea I ‘we always 
particularly enjoyed. 

Cut up lots of whatever fruit is in season — berries are great, and 
so are peaches and nectarines, but apples and raisins work fine too — and 
put them in a bowl. Covet with milk. Top with coconut, cinnamon, and 
maybe even granola or real cereal, but not Fruit Loops because that would 
be counter-productive. 
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Organizer's Response 


So Isit here 

It was so beautiful 

with the beat 

the way their faces glowed 

and the heat 

and shone n the darkness. 

burns slowly deep 

the way souls came out 

into my body 

to dance 

as the water slips by 

b wet ecstasy 

her paddle... 

they touched each others shoulders 
in a circle 

1 can’t walk too far 

of brhming, burnbg lust 

from the joy they bring 

for more living 

the glow he emanates 

deeper, juicier realities 

the beat we all share. 

further, steeper conscbusness. 

But soon 1 will fly 

And it is beautiful 

as 1 always do - 

how it all comes together. 

solo missbns are my new game 

how in retrospect 1 see in so clear; 

the freedom of accounting 

1 started to flow red 

only for myself 

so we did not share a bed 

liquid through my days - 

and now 1 krxjw he is reserved for another. 

they try to capture a piece 

Now 1 am the other face 

and 1 give 

on the same side of the coin 

(almost e!i\) 

as the girl who stole my love 

before 1 slip by. 

and I’m disgusted that 1 stumbled onto 
another girl’s territory 

I'm afraid 

of emotbn. 

of the new joy I’ve found 

the waves of laughter that escape 

It is beautiful how it all flows 

Ike liquid 

if you let it 

from my lake bottom 

how it all moves into place 

as they slice through my water 

from the chaos 

moving over me 

and for one brief instant 

rarely scraping the ground. 

you catch a glimpse 
of the perfection 

(And 1 miss him 

we often mistake 

the one who 1 let 

for imperfection 

immerse himself 

since it didn’t turn out how we’d planned 

fully into my liquid 

and in this small window 

‘till he got too cold...) 

of calm, clear visbn, 
n that moment of flowhg together 

Now! find myself 

b the centre of my person. 

in love with strangers’ smtes 

when it all just seems 

(fumy how they melt into friends) 

to make sense. 

and soon 1 have to fly, 

1 come. 

fbat away from thera.. 

and with every new day 

Tara McGee 

my river meets others 

-V 

and 1 learn the beat of mv flow . . ... 

slowly as 1 go 

sitting in bj'8 

Saturday night 

moving forward 

at the bar 

into crevices 

knocking back the rum 

1 never knew 1 had, 

and ceke 

bumping over rocks 

breaking the antismeking law 

with my buddy themas 

1 didn’t see sitting there... 

eut en the dance ftoer 
i saw yeu 

So Isit here 

when i first saw yeu 

with the beat 

in wemyn’s studies 

and the heat fades 

when yeu came te my class 
frem ®ne the ether classes 

into purple light 

three times 

as it changes 

i knew yeu were like me 

from the moment 

i liked yeu 

to the memory 

i saw yeu en the dance fleer 

that becomes 

en Saturday 
helding yeur girlfriend 

the sum 

kissing her 

of me. 

se in leve 

i was happy yeu had semeene se special 

Tara McGee 

i saw yeu in the washreem with her tee 

yeu didn’t see me 

i was just sad ne ene wanted me 

sitting in bj’s 

en Saturday night 

at the bar knecking back the rum 

and ceke 

breaking the antismeking law. 


To the Many People who Responded to the March 21 Poster Campaign 

As the organizers of the poster campaign, we want to acknowledge all 
who wrote comments on the displays. All the responses will be posted in the 
SUB starting Thursday. 

We appreciate the many comments of support and encouragement. We 
are dismayed by the many defensive, hostile outbursts. One board had all the 
posters ripped off it and another board was thrown into the fountain. Yet we feel 
we have achieved our goal of raising awareness and encouraging people to think 
and talk about racism. 

To address those who feel this campaign promotes divisions and fur- 
ther categorizes people; while we believe race to be an invalid concept, geneti- 
cally and biologically, we recognise that there still are social categories of race 
that have powerful, often negative consequences. Any suggestions on how to 
talk about racism, without using the socially constructed terms of white, native, 
black, people of colour, would be a. 

There were many comments suggesting that this campaign was “white 
bashing.” (As one of the “white” organizers, I can tell you I don’t feel bashed by 
the truth. I may feel uncomfortable with the tone of some posters, I may have 
guilt feelings of denial surfacing, but the facts opinions and quotes presented are 
important for us all to consider.) We the organizers don’t necessarily agree with 
or like the tone of all the posters BUT there are many voices and approaches to 
anti-racism. We presented some of those voices. We ask you to consider these 
facts, opinions, and quotes. As well, consider your reactions, where does that 
come from? What assumptions, beliefs, and value systems do you hold? 

To clarify, there were a lot of comments on the poster regarding the 
“head tax” on immigrants. Yes, the tax does apply equally to all new immigrants. 
Have you considered that not all new immigrants might have equal resources to 
pay the tax? For immigrants from Western countries, the “head tax” may be a 
burden but most can afford it. However, for potential immigrants from “third 
world” countries, this tax often is an insurmountable barrier. We stand behind the 
assertion that the tax has implications for certain immigrants, who generally are 
“of colour” and therefore is racist. 

The poster regarding traveling to homelands had a typo. It should have 
read, “especially //“we cannot afford to...” not ^'when we cannot afford to...” We 
did not intend to suggest all people of colour are poor and all whites are rich. 

To those of you who choose to comment on certain faces you felt were 
wrong: All of the new ones added this year have citations available. (The cita- 
tions will be posted at the comments display.) Don’t take our word for it, read 
the text books. Please. 

But better yet, if we’re not doing a good job getting people to think 
about and talk about racism, why don’t you do something. Join us or start a new 
group. We welcome more involvement, more voices, and more discussion on 
racism. 

To those who don’t wish their student fees (less than 1/2 a cent) to sup- 
port these kinds of campaigns, okay, how else? We need your ideas on what 
types of events you would like. It’s easy to criticize, what about some sugges- 
tions for improvements? This campaign was part of a week long series of events, 
including Mosaic: A Celebration of Cultures, Puente Theatre performance, 
Michael Parenti’s lecture. Sweatshop Fashion Show, lectures, talks and many 
more events all culminating in the 2nd Annual March & Rally against Racism 
on Sunday. What would you approve of your fees funding? Or is racism not your 
problem? 

> For your information, the organizers are self defined as First Nations, 

of colour, and white. Most importantly, we are all people who are committed to 
stopping racism. This is only one approach of many that we engage in. We invite 
you to join us or do something else to stop racism. 

Racism hurts us all. Please do something to stop racism. Whether that’s 
thinking about your reactions to the posters of the comments that they generat- 
ed of actively getting involved in anti-racism groups and campaigns. 

Sincerely, The UVic Coalition Against Racism 

SELECTED QUOTES PROM THE POSTER CAMPAION 

No person of colour can be reverse racist as long as white people maintain 
power. This is because racist is “power over”. A person of colour may have 
race prejudice, but until the House of Commons, Senate, supreme court, 
provincial and local governments, all major industries, stock exchanges, the 
armed forces, and the police force are all operated and controlled by people of 
colour and their cultural values, we do not have the kind of power that it takes 
to be racist. 

Columbus didn’t discover diddly-squat. There were millions of Aboriginal 
people who for countless generations knew that they were living on land and 
knew where it was. 

It is not a compliment to tell someone: “ I don’t think of you as: Jewish, 

Black, Asian, Latino, Middle Eastern, Aboriginal.” or “I think of you as 
white.” 

“If you have come here to help me, you are wasting your time but if you have 
come becuase your liberation is bound up with mine, then let us work togeth- 
er.” -Lilia Watson, Aboriginal educator and activist 
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The Victoria School of Writing is a four day, intensive writing event, taking 
place in July. The school has been running for four years; founder and workshop leader 
Margaret Dyment explained “Two or three people got the idea for the school about five 
years ago. We spent a year doing market research, finding out how to run a writing 
school.” The first school was held in 1996. 

The School’s workshops vary from year to year. “In the past,” says Dyment, 
“we’ve had workshops in children’s writing and in mystery writing and in script writ- 
ing.” This summer the school is offering two fiction workshops: one led by Daphne 
Marlatt and one by Mark Jarman. An introductory poetry workshop will be held with 
Terrence Young, as well as an advanced poetry workshop with Patricia Young. Tom 
Henry will be on hand to lead a non-fiction workshop, with particular emphasis put on 
incorporating the first-person singular into non-fiction writing, and Dyment will lead a 
work-in-progress workshop for writers completing a book-length manuscript. Writers 
aged 17 and older are welcome to apply. Dyment reports that in terms of participants “we 
have the whole range to seniors and all sorts of working people and so on.” 

The School is an unique organization on Vancouver Island. “We’re the only 
writing school and the only craft-centred writing school on the island” Dyment said, 
adding that “its an opportunity in the summer to work with an established writer on your 
particular kind of writing.” At the time the school was established, there were very few 
organized writing festivals or events on the island. Currently, there are several festivals 
planned for the summer months. 

According to Dyment, Victoria has a very active writing scene. “I moved here 
from Ottawa, and right from the beginning I’ve been just overwhelmed with how much 
activity there is on the writing scene here. Ottawa is a very lively scene, and of course 
. . . Vancouver is too, but the open mikes here, the writing courses, the writing degree 
here at the university makes it really special.” Victoria has a well-attended Open mike 
event or reading most nights of the week. “I think its a wonderful place to be a writer,,” 
adds Dyment, “ every other person is a writer and the ones in-between are artists!” 

When asked to comment on women and writing, Dyment said: “On the one 
hand, we are discovering women writers that we never heard about, and when I went to 
university, I was definitely told that men were the people who had invented the novel and 
now we know there were women who wrote novels before they did. So, there are some 
issues here, but the thing is they were writing those novels. There’s probably a lot more 
of an issue around class and money in that it tends to be people who have the time and 
the money who are able to do the writing. But women, because they’ve been at home, it 


seems to have been something that they’ve been able to do, Jane Austen and company. 
And if you look at the major writers in Canada, today, certainly . . . Margaret Atwood is 
still a very big name on the international scene. It doesn’t feel as if there is a lot of dis- 
crimination around acceptance of women as writers. There are odd little glitches that 
happen sometime, but by and large I think it is something that women find time to do. I 
think modern women have a hard time finishing a long piece, such as a novel. A lot of 
women have reported to me that even though poetry takes an enormous amount of con- 
centration, then it’s over, you get it done in a page. And short fiction is more do-able, 
with the kinds of demands that are on a woman, especially women at home, women with 
children. We all need somebody to keep everybody quiet and answer the phone while 
we do our writing, and that probably applies as much to men as it does to women.” 

The School is also involved in an important event in May - the Literary Info 
Fair on May 15. The Fair consists of forty info booths from publishers and local and 
national writing groups. The School is running free 15 minute critiques of original writ- 
ing “so you can bring a short manuscript and sit down with an established writer and 
have them take a peek at it” says Dyment. The School is also organizing a 300 word 
postcard fiction contest. Stories are to be brought to the fair and must be illustrated 
(although the picture doesn’t count in the judging!). “It [the story] gets posted on the 
wall at the fair,” explains Dyment, “and everybody reads everybody else’s - its blind 
judged, so everyone tries to guess who the winners are.” Prizes for the contest are schol- 
arships to the Writing School. The Fair takes place at the First Metropolitan United 
Church, at Quadra and Balmoral, 11am - 3pm, $3 entry. Dyment advises that “if you 
want a free critique of your writing, better to come earlier rather than later, because they 
get booked up really fast.” 

To apply to attend the School, obtain a brochure and registration form by call- 
ing 598-5300. You must send in a deposit along with two copies of a short manuscript. 
“The manuscript is part of the registration process because what we’re doing is craft cen- 
tred and we work directly on people’s writing with them,” says Dyment, “so we need to 
see a sample of the person’s best writing in the genre in which they want to work.” 
Besides being an opportunity to work on writing, Dyment also draws attention to the net- 
working that happens at schools. “ Its an opportunity to be meeting other upcoming writ- 
ers. Meeting the faculty is important, but so is meeting the other people in the school.” 

For more information on the Victoria School of Writing or the postcard story 
contest, call 598-5300. 






Mom is sick when I phone home. Dad took her 
into the hospital yesterday. ‘You know how Mom is, she 
doesn’t want anyone to know, so don’t go telling Oma and 
Opa.’ 

Mom is never sick, but then neither is Dad. My 
parents have always been an enigma of unwavering 
strength and intense vulnerability. I don’t understand how 
growing up in such a supportive and stable environment I 
ended up so neurotic. I was the weirdo who started cry- 
ing when she got one wrong on her spelling test, who hid 
in the bathroom during school dances and refused to come 
out, who later stopped going to dances all together. 

My dad is a carpenter who reads Dickens in his 
spare time and does a killer Grover impression. He is six 
foot two with amazingly ticklish feet and the strength to 
lift jaw-droppingly heavy objects. Despite his booming 
voice, which reaches impressive volumes when he’s agi- 
tated, his lectures about why we should not draw on their 
bedroom walls more often brought on uncontrollable 
laughter than tears, ‘Do I draw on your bedroom walls? 
No! And why don’t I draw on your walls? Well, because 
I didn’t think of it yet.’ I loved to tag along as he re* reno- 
vated our house for the tenth time, always with a bigger 
and better plan. I would tell him all about the tortures and 
triumphs of school as I passed him the tools he needed and 
he would throw in some advice and a corny joke or two. 

I was Daddy’s girl and I resented my mother’s 
unreasonable demands. She wouldn’t let me wear purple 
and orange, she forced me to clean my room at least once 
a month. ‘Everyone’ kept going on about how a woman 
could ‘do whatever she wanted’ and ‘become whatever 
she wanted’ while living in this wonderfully white and 
spotlessly clean house. Yet here was Mom choosing to 
stay at home and wash the gum out of my sisters’ hair, 
choosing to clean up the mousehead-hairballs the cat was 
fond of coughing up. Not only was she just a housewife, 
but she wasn’t even doing a good job of that. No decent 
housewife went around wearing plaid shirts and jeans 
without any makeup. She even let my younger sisters 
play in the mud and get scandalously dirty (on the condi- 
tion that they waited at the door to be hosed down before 
entering the house). 

Mom hadn’t even liked school as a kid. Her favourite 
subject had been math because ‘either it was right or it 
was wrong’, not like English where ‘they asked your 
opinion and then told you it wasn’t right.’ Mom refused 
to be ashamed for her choices, refused to force us to be 


anything other than who we were, and refused to let any- 
one tell us what to do with our futures. 

Though open hostilities never broke out, a stony 
silence reigned between Mom and I throughout my pre 
and early teens. The divide became so deep that when I 
first got my period, I couldn’t work up the courage to tell 
her. I had meant to tell her the first day, but the time never 
seemed right. I knew all about periods already so there 
seemed no need to tell her. Getting my period was a relief 
because it meant I was normal. But at the same time, I 
resented my body doing something to me that I couldn’t 
control. 

I hated that my body was forcing me to tell Mom 
something so embarrassing, and I hated Mom for it too. 
When the conversation finally did take place, it was Mom 
who brought up the topic. ‘Did you get your period?’ 
which must have become obvious as her pad supply rapid- 
ly dwindled. ‘Yes.’ ‘Okay, I’ll get you your own pads.’ 
There was no hug, no emotional blubbering about how I 
was a woman now, (my mother had never been a blubber- 
er). I hated her for treating the situation like it was no big 
deal. It never occurred to me that she was just as scared, 
confused, and hurt by me, this angry child, staring back at 
her in stony silence, blaming her 
and hating her for something she 
had just as little control over as I 
did. 

It wasn’t until I hit my 
later teens that the switch came. 

Dad suddenly seemed frail to me, 
unable to withstand the emotional 
stresses of such traumas as telling 
him that my basketball coach was 
a stupid jerk who never let me 
play. The thought of Dad con- 
fronting him was too much 
embarrassment to imagine and 
slowly Mom became my confi- 
dant. Her unerring calmness and 
acceptance that 1 had resented as a 
child became an assurance. I 
couldn’t deal with Dad’s need to 
always do something. 

The phrase ‘it’s not that I 
don’t trust you it’s just that I just 
don’t trust the situation’ became 
his mantra. I calmly agreed with 


him to avoid hurting his feelings but inwardly I was 
seething with rage at his restrictions on my independence. 
Any fears or doubts I had were always hidden to avoid 
upsetting Dad and in the times when I felt that I most 
needed his support, I spent my energy constantly reassur- 
ing him I was fine to avoid upsetting him. 

My first and only high school relationship 
became a source of severe strain in our already tenuous 
relationship. It was easy to tell Dad about everything in 
my life when boys were icky and sex was gross, but I did- 
n’t know how to relate to Dad or the people around me as 
a person in a sexual relationship. I didn’t feel like 
Daddy’s little girl anymore but I’m not sure who else to 
be. 

This is a contradiction I am still struggling with 
and one to which I have found no easy answers. I love my 
parents and feel it is important that they be a part of my 
life. Relating to them in a healthy “adult” way has 
involved acknowledging that my* parents are real people 
and demanding that they trust me. It has required a lot of 
humour and a lot of patience. Most of all, a somewhat 
healthy relationship with my parents has involved a 
grudging acknowledgement that things change and maybe 






